-4               THE WITTY FAIR OXE.         [ACT iv.

My ashes. like a charm, upon those men

Whose faiths they hold suspected    To what pitch

Of blessedness are my thoughts mounted!

Sens. Sir.

This is an opportunity for action ;
Time will*run fast upon the minute*

Aim. Pardon

The trespass of my joy, it makes me wild;
I am too well rewarded for my suffering,
Promise thyself a noble recompense.

Enter MANLY and CLARE.

Man. Come, have you finished your discourse yet ?
Aim. You are my friends;                  [JSxif SENSIBLE.

I \vr,s deceived in my Violetta,
She 'oves, she has sent me proof; but a mistake
Sent back my letter, and detained her answer,
\VKch was betrayed to her father.     But keep your

wonder

To honour her rare wit, which, if the stars
Show themselves not malicious, will assure
All my desires in her; a divine project;
She is the master-engine; you must work too,
* Will you not, friends ?

Clare. Man. You know you may command us.

Aim. Then spread your bosoms;   you shall straight

procure

A caroch J be ready on the back side of my lodging ;
Do not lose time in questioning; my fate
Depends upon your haste.

Man. Promise it done,                                   \Exii.

Aim. You shall disguise yourself; I must employ you
In rougher action,

Cfarf. I refuse no office
To adYance your hopes.

Aim. My certainties: on thee

1 Coach.